LAY OF A HUNGARIAN ROYALIST
Circa 1920
Lo our noontide hath grown grey
And our joys have ebbed away,
For our foes rose up against us and compassed
us around.
And the tide of our story
Is the passing of our glory,
And our pride and place and honour lie broken
on the ground.
Northern height and southern plain
Confess the Slavic reign,
And lost is our fair haven1 where the wave
of Adria foams,
E'en the fallen Black and Gold2
Of our Western tilth3 have hold
And the Ruman stalls his lemans in our sever'd
Eastern homes.4
An alien on his throne
Made aliens' crimes our own
A blaze of panoply had dulled our sight.
1 Hume.                                           2 The Austrians.
3 The Burgcnland.                             4 i,e. IE Transylvania.
82